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Equivocality 


The  contortion  of  cognition, 

— a cognitive  contortion,  and  a contorted  cognition, 

dancing  playfully, 
with  the  intangible  abilities 
of  intangibility 
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Letter  from  the  Editor 


Gloria  Fazio 


This  publication  of  The  Prairie  Light  Leview  signifies  a semester  of  reviewing  the 
best  written  work  and  visual  art  from  the  College  of  DuPage  community.  As  always, 
the  decisions  of  which  submissions  to  publish  were  difficult  as  the  amount  of  tal- 
ent we  witnessed  was  amazing.  This  publication  also  concludes  my  term  as  Editor- 
in-Chief,  and  I am  grateful  for  the  opportunity  to  have  been  a part  of  this  process. 
It  has  been  a lot  of  hard  work,  but  at  the  same  time  inspirational  and  humbling.  My 
thanks  to  the  dedicated  staff  and  volunteers  who  made  this  issue  possible.  A very 
special  thank  you  to  our  advisor,  Liz  Whiteacre.  She  encouraged  me  to  join  the  staff 
four  semesters  ago  and  has  continually  inspired  and  challenged  me  along  the  way.  I’ll 
miss  you  Liz — Wednesdays  just  won’t  be  the  same! 


Special  Thanks 


This  publication  could  not  be  made  without  the  generous  support  of  many  peo- 
ple. The  staff  would  like  to  thank  Meri  Phillips,  Chris  Raposa,  Stephanie  Jaco  and 
the  Student  Activities  Office;  Cathy  Stablein;  Jason  Ertz  and  the  College  of  DuPage 
Library;  Dr.  Wendolyn  Tetlow,  Dr.  Sheryl  Mylan,  Dr.  Beverly  Reed,  Deb  Secara  and 
the  Liberal  Arts  Division  Office;  Dr.  Chris  Picard  our  Vice  President  of  Academic 
Affairs  and  Dr.  Sunil  Chand  our  President. 
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Black:  All-Consuming 


Kevin  Jeremy  Ross 


I am  engulfing 
Large  and  massive 
Yet 

Simple  and  singular 

Expanding 

Limitless 

Being  everywhere  and  nowhere 

I have  no  parts 

Just  one  whole 

I will  devour  your  being 

Assimilate  all  of  you 

Into  the  single  me 

Erase  and  cover 

All  that  remains 

Silence 

Stillness 

Emptiness 

You  fear  me 

For  you  know  that 

I am  aU  I touch  equal 

Zero 
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Clothe  Me  in  the  Robes  of  Innocence 


Joshua  Herman 


Clothe  me  in  the  robes  of  innocence. 

Let  me  not  dance  naked  in  the  lands  of  our  fathers 
Let  us  not  go  quiedv  in  to  that  far  night 
Of  \~illainy  and  pestilence 
Let  us  tn*  to  go  forvcard 
In  to  truth. 
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Arianna 


Gloria  Fazio 


o 


i 


graphite  pencil  illustration 
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Chicago  Angles 


Emmalee  Piedlow 


digital  photography 
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How  to  Induce  a Smile 


Kelsey  Petersen 


If  you  long  to  see 

A bright  smile  released  from  captivity 
With  no  strings  attached 
Here's  how 

Say  hi  in  the  hall 
Sing  praises  to  friends 
Crack  a joke  when  appropriate 
Compliment  their  shoes 

Buy  them  a gift 
A flower  or  two 
Introduce  them  to  friends 
Make  them  a sandwich 

Take  a long  walk  outside 
Enjoy  the  day  together 
And  if  all  else  fails 
Give  them  a smile  of  your  own. 
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The  Houses 


Patricia  Ganqas 


Caught  in  a firm  hug  of  locks, 

the  houses  elegant  as  white  roses  rise  high  in  the  noon  day 
to  dazzle  the  sun,  the  unmoving  air. 

They  are  full  of  possessions,  such  riches, 
keener  and  rarer  than  Siamese  doves, 
they  are  magic  and  millionaires. 

Only  the  ambitious  would  come  here  to  live. 

Inside  nothing  moves. 

They  are  dumb  as  death,  quiet  as  the  family  photograph, 
and  day  after  day  in  the  light  and  the  dark  of  my  dusk, 

I trace  the  iron  balconies, 

the  silent  cobblestones,  the  colonnades  of  trees 
more  ordered  than  the  alphabet. 

I see  windows  that  shine  more  brightly 

than  the  knives  of  surgeons, 

it  is  all  so  elaborate,  a spectacle  of  sorts. 

Only  the  ambitious  would  come  here  to  live. 

The  houses  are  fro2en  dreams. 

I've  seen  men  die  in  them, 
die  down  in  their  shadowy  doors, 

the  way  thoughts  die  in  the  eyes  of  women  they've  loved. 
Their  sad,  funny  children  breathe  in  their  papered  flesh, 
believing  the  carnival  stiU  exists, 
understanding  nothing  at  all. 

Only  the  ambitious  would  come  here  to  live. 

The  houses,  those  gold  gilded  cages,  thrash  in  my  sun 
and  tear  me  to  bits, 

for  I came  without  luggage;  I flew  without  passport 
like  a lunatic  lark  whose  song  was  a scream. 

The  houses,  the  houses,  the  absinthial  silence, 

the  porcelain  porches,  the  mute  mimosas,  the  endless  lawns — 

Yes,  the  houses  are  here,  there,  outside, 

they  are  rascals  of  the  rain;  they  are  like  wild  ogres, 

carnivorous  plants  eating  the  days  of  my  life. 
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Mardelle  Fortier 


The  Wolf  by  the  Bed 


I lay  huddled  in  my  old  flannel  gown, 
my  chill  sweat  cringed. 

Buried  in  thick  gloom,  my  bedroom 
seemed  disconnected  from  other  rooms. 

Far  from  parents,  I watched  the  wolf 
prowl  toward  me,  only  the  ears  showing 
above  the  blankets.  Those  hyper-alert  ears 
knew  all  about  me:  my  exact  position 
on  the  narrow  bed  and  the  locked 
state  of  my  tongue.  My  hope  had  gone  down 
with  the  sunlight.  I was  nothing 
but  a frozen  ball  of  dread  and  fear. 

No  sounds,  small  and  tremulous,  fluttered 
past  the  chains  of  shadows.  I forgot 
my  clothes,  my  books,  the  order 
of  grammar,  math  and  science. 

I lay  still  as  the  lump  caught  in  my  throat. 

I never  analyzed  the  origins  of  the  wolf 
as  it  drew  closer. . .breath  was  jailed 
in  dim  cramped  lungs 
and  heart  raced  in  vain  to  get  away. 

If  only  I had  known: 
this  wolf  too  was  trapped; 
it  came  from  my  own  brain. 


The  Passage  of  Time 


7 


Tiny  Little  Killers 


Alexa  Bertram 


You  have  three  weeks  to  live 
So  do  not  waste  any  time 
You  are  the  biggest  killer  worldwide 
Carriers  of  deadly  diseases 
You  never  know  who  will  be  your  next  victim 
Receiving  more  blood  is  essential 
Always  stay  within  a mile  of  home 
Beware  of  that  mesmerizing  light 
You  are  heat-seeking  missiles 
Who  have  very  poor  eye- sight 
You  have  been  around  for  100  million  years 
170  species  in  our  country  alone 
One  of  our  world's  tiniest  killers 
Alosquitoes  are  underestimated 
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How  to  Become  Successful 


David  Zemke 


Begin  with  raw  instinct  of  a wild  beast 

Preferably  a wolf  or  something  of  that  sort 

Nothing  less  vicious  can  suffice 

A dog,  for  instance,  wouldn't  do 

You  will  need  to  forge  an  iron  will 

Get  some  spiked  shoes 

For  treading  on  others 

You  may  not  carry  anything  personal  with  you 

No  reminders  of  love  or  care 

Replace  the  normal  things  with 

A fox  head,  a bear's  tooth,  and  a lion's  claw 

Drink  the  water  of  a mountain  spring 

To  kill  the  voice  inside  your  head 

You  won't  need  it  any  longer 
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Amelia  Kloskowski 


Soul  Mates 


Her: 

In  the  afterglow  of  some  sordid  affair 
As  my  lover  sleeps 
I creep  into  his  pockets 
Where  I find  a magic  marker 

And  proceed  to  draw  hearts  on  the  sleeves  of  our  T-shirts 
And  when  he  wakes  up  I cry, 

Because  magic  markers  only  work  on  paper. 

Him: 

Heat  rises 

As  I fall  asleep 

Beneath  the  blankets 

Insinuating  itself 

Into  dreams  of  passion 

Apples  of  my  eye 

And  sordid  affairs  that  end  in  love 

Beneath  the  blankets 

I dream  of  painted  women 

Curl  my  toes  in  ecstasy 

And  wake  to  feel  the  cold  and  remember 

Heat  rises. 
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How  to  Spot  an  Angel 


Brivanna  Purifove 


Look  Up  in  the  sky  at  that  long  stream  of  light 
Look  into  the  eyes  of  the  person  you  love  so  dear 
Think  about  the  time  when  you  left  the  accident  safe  and  sound 
Remember  the  time  your  agony  turned  upside  down? 

Reminisce  on  that  healthy  little  girl 
The  girl  who  everyone  thought  wasn't  going  to  make  it 
Feel  the  tingle  down  your  spine 
When  you  turn  around  and  no  one's  there 
Try  to  see  what  the  baby  sees 
When  she  looks  to  the  ceiling  and  smiles 
Hear  your  grandmother's  voice,  who's  been  gone  for  months 
When  she  comes  back  to  say  "everything  will  be  okay" 
Recall  that  flutter  in  your  stomach,  when  worse  got  better 
When  all  hope  was  lost,  but  some  sense  of  faith  still  remained 
Remember  every  ounce  of  joy,  laughter,  and  hope 
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Pregnant 


William  Vollrath 


I'm  pregnant 

I surrendered  myself... 
a servant  to  suggestion 
blinded  by  expectation 
stripped  of  inhibiting  pride 

I revel  in  my  awkwardness... 
blushing  with  fulfillment 
nourished  by  this  hunger 
peaceful  in  my  solitude 

I shall  bear  an  idea 
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How  to  Remove  the  Price  Tag... 


Shelbv  Workman 


...on  your  new  book,  so  it  looks  used,  smudgy,  and  like  a sorry  excuse  for 

a paperback 

fingernail,  ancient  utensil 
hovers  over  the  glossy  cover 
twenty-five  dollars  and  eighty  cents, 
once  you  start,  you  cannot  stop 
drag  your  nail  across  the  page 
treat  it  as  a tedious  search  for  braille 
hook  it  on  a paper,  just  slighdy  elevated 

pause 

take  a long,  deep  breath 

meticulously  creep,  inch  by  inch 
press  harder,  dig  deeper 
listen  for  the  tear,  leaving  only  adhesive 
replace  fingernail  with  fingertip 
slide  it  across  the  sticky  surface 
almost  guaranteed  to  leave  a smudge 
note:  this  task  is  not  worth  doing 


The  Passage  of  Time 


13 


The  Legend 


Mardelle  Fortier 


She  hovers  in  chilled  air  like  a jeweled  creature 
half-girl,  half-bird.  In  the  dimness  the  skater 
flutters,  on  the  scented  feathers  of  jade-green. 

Below  her  the  frost  flickers  like  fuchsia, 
transforming  into  passion  flowers.  She  flies 
as  if  she  has  always  Hved  in  an  inspired  world. 

Violins  carry  her  like  wind,  hghdy  then  stormilv; 
she  lives  three  lifetimes  in  one  brilliant,  piercing  night. 
She  spins  in  a glorious  finish  Hke  a peacock's  tears. 
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Peekaboo 


Petra  Ford 


black  & white  film  photography 
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Hinsdale  Chain  and  Railing 


Andrew  Cornillie 


black  & white  photography 
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Last  Straw 


William  Berkhout 


The  deepest  blue  from  stormy  skies 
Can't  wash  the  sorrow  from  my  eyes 

j j 

Now  mrning  gray  from  tainted  lies 
They  shed  a tear  that  neyer  dries 

My  heart  is  heav}^  from  this  weight 
Your  intentions  can't  penetrate 
This  is  not  open  to  debate 
Apologies  all  come  too  late 

With  fabrication  and  excuse 
You  struggle  to  escape  the  noose 
You  tied,  yourself,  with  more  abuse 
Just  pray  that  knot  was  fixed  too  loose 

But  as  the  damage  starts  to  mend 
And  eyen  though  you  still  contend 
Your  means  will  justify  the  end 
Alone,  from  here,  you'll  haye  to  fend 
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Fetal  Position 


William  Vollrath 


It  arrived 
suddenly 
unimdted 
a gnaving 
ache  in 
die  gut 
unexpected 
foreboding 
unrelenting 

ineidtable  agitation,  stalking  unease 
endless  waves  of  nausea  and  stinging  angst 
intestinal  turmoil  festered  in  psychic  travail 
tranquilitv  sought, 
ultimately  found 
securitt^  and 
peace  realized 
in  scrunched  knees 

and  bowed  head 
consistently 
dependable 
serene 

fetal  position 
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A Reverie  in  Technicolor 


Tamanna  Gulati 


It’s  fanny  how,  until  just  this  moment,  she  never  noticed  the  Blue,  ^lue  way  of  his 
eyes.  On  account  of  that  crushed  coffee  ground  shadow  of  iasomnia  always  lurk- 
ing around  them.  Blue  like  the  crisp,  sapphire  days  of  fictional  summer,  really. 

Blue. 

It’s  strange  the  things  you  notice  when  staring  down  the  barrel  of  a gun.  Strange 
like  George  Locke’s  secret  Blue  eyes. 

Shrouded  somewhere  beneath  big.  Brown  brows  that  grew  quietiy  together,  gold- 
rimmed  spectacles  and  with  a shiny,  straight-sloping  nose  in  between,  were  vhdd. 
Cobalt  eyes,  icy  with  meticulous  strategy. 

Her  hair  falls  in  hard,  over-gelled.  Gold  curls  across  her  tragic,  round  face,  and  he 
imagines  what  it  would  be  like  to  hear  them  crackle  in  his  tist. 

And  he  thinks  of  the  ways  he  could  bruise  the  ivory  span  of  her  collarbone. 

He  rests  the  cold,  cold  tip  of  the  gun  on  her  bare  navel  and  inches  it  downward. 
The  boy’s  perversion  is  frightening,  mosdy  because  she  never  really  expected  it  of 
him. 

George,  with  his  gentie,  unabashed  affection.  atching  him  as  he  watched  her,  he 
was  really  kinda  easv.  George,  with  his  neady  parted  hair  and  starchy,  clean  shirts. 

It’s  the  Red,  Rfd  way  of  her  lips  that  always  did  it  for  him.  Those  lips  did  e\  erw 
thing  for  him. 

And  he  thinks  of  the  ways  he  could  ruin  that  attention  starved  mouth  of  hers. 

The  contours  of  her  cheeks  shine  with  a cold  sweat  and  the  saline  streaks  that  fall 
pathetically  from  her  eyes.  Oh,  her  eyes.  They  watch  him,  all  confused  and  sad 
Green  twinkles  at  the  end  of  Daisy’s  dock;  she  cries  with  such  poetry.  .Aud  her 
tangled,  wet  lashes  somehow  manage  to  maintain  their  sunny,  bellow  disposition, 
she’s  just  so  premt 

And  he  thinks  of  the  Pink,  Pifik  way  her  ever  so  afflicted,  adolescent  Black  nails 
could  scar  his  back. 

He  closes  his  eyes  and  he  opens  his  eves  and  there  s a fluorescent  taste  of  nar- 
colepsy in  his  mouth  and  the  alabastrine  cum^e  of  her  neck  is  an  inch  from  his 
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face.  Contemplating  how  ever  she  is  to  decipher  the  mystery  of  triangles,  she 
chews  at  the  eraser  on  the  end  of  her  pencil. 

Her  Red,  Rfd  lips. 
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Giggles 


Patricia  Ganqas 


I got  the  giggles 

in  school  today, 

I giggled  and  wiggled 

every  which  way. 

Some  of  the  kids  that 
sat  in  my  row 
Started  to  giggle 

from  head  to  toe. 

The  teacher  got  mad 

she  asked  why, 

But  I giggled  more 

I thought  I’d  cry. 

The  teacher  got  madder 
she  turned  red, 

I thought  she’d  smack  me 
atop  of  my  head. 

The  kids  were  giggling 

loud  all  around, 

I got  more  tickled 

and  feU  on  the  ground. 

The  teacher  grew  pale 

and  started  to  squirm, 
‘Cause  Josephine  told  her 

I swallowed  a worm. 
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Eternally  Dreaming 


Alicia  Petersen 


You  are  my  impending  desire 

You  are  my  burning  fire 

You  are  all  I dream  for 

You  are  everything  and  more 

All  I ever  want  is  to  have  you 

But  that  could  never  be  true 

I imagine  your  touch  and  your  kiss 

But  it's  all  just  a dreamer’s  bliss 

I can  feel  you  holding  me  close 

Comforting  all  of  my  ghosts 

But  when  I open  my  eyes  you  are  not  here 

In  fact,  you  had  never  been  there 

I know  you  are  holding  someone  else  tight 

Comforting  them  safely  through  the  night 

Your  kiss  and  touch  someone  else  is  receiving 

While  I lay  here  eternaUy  dreaming 
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Astral  Projection 


Tamanna  Gulati 


I am  a body  of  fuel. 

I am  a network  of  intricacies  and  veins  that  bulge  with  a rush  of  butane.  I am  sparks 
of  electricity  at  the  crevices.  The  edges  of  me  glow  with  something  like  energy. 

I am  a toy  wound  up  and  set  into  motion  long  3^go  by  some  force  to  which  many 
ambiguous,  vague  adjectives  have  been  attributed  and  that  which  we  will  refer  here- 
to as  God  for  the  purpose  of  convenience. 

You  see,  in  the  beginning  there  was  this  God  and  the  Word,  which  is  another  word 
of  vast  ambivalence  that  it  is  best  not  to  speculate  on  if  one  wishes  to  conserve  fuel. 

I am  a body  pasted  together  by  the  unused  parts  of  this  force  linked  by  the  complex 
of  veins  that  would  burst  at  the  edges  were  I to  regard  it  with  any  sort  of  curiosity. 
I am  a body  that  could  very  easily  fall  apart. 

The  tips  of  her  fingers  were  cold  like  steel,  like  the  edges  of  five  coins  Lined  up 
across  your  skin.  And  then  she  would  drum  them  on  every  surface,  her  eyes  twin- 
kling with  some  bemused  sort  of  boredom.  What  I remember  about  her  now  is  that 
always,  she  seemed  tired  and  she  seemed  cold.  And  that  she  was  always  drumming 
on  some  surface  with  her  fingers  jingling  like  change  in  a child’s  pocket. 

She  was  not  bothered  by  God.  To  her  it  was  all  trivial  and  like  all  trivial  things  to  be 
regarded  casually  with  a faint  interest  that  could  very  well  be  aimed  toward  a new 
blender. 


She  did  not  know  how  it  worked;  she  did  not  care  to  know.  She  simply  wanted 
smoothies  out  of  life. 

I am  a wonder  of  wonderment.  I could  spend  the  remainder  of  my  life  speculating 
on  the  color  of  the  sky.  The  very  blue  way  that  it  has  sometimes  with  a backdrop  of 
elementary  school  construction  paper  and  clouds  like  drops  of  milk  evaporating  lan- 
guidly across  its  scope. 

Her  eyes  were  the  very  green  of  money,  so  that  when  she  cried  it  would  appear  that 
hundred  doUar  bills  were  raining  down  a landscape  of  rose-tinged  ivory  and  would 
slide  along  the  contours  of  her  throat  and  dissolve  somewhere  into  the  economy. 

The  sky  was  blue  this  way,  the  day  that  she  died.  And  she  glanced  up  with  her  iris- 
es painted  with  prosperity,  and  wondered,  as  people  often  do  in  their  final  moments. 
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why  she  had  never  before  wondered. 


The  stagnant  energy  between  the  striations  of  her  muscles  sparked  and  she  thought 
briefly  about  God. 

I am  a body  of  fuel. 

I am  a body  that  has  fallen  apart.  I suppose  her  death  had  its  tragedy  but  probably, 
it  wasn’t  even  worth  one  of  those  hundred-doUar  teardrops. 

What  it  was,  was  battery  acid  slowing  down  due  to  disuse.  Her  veins  break  with  the 
sudden  rush  of  butane  and  she  does  not  have  time.  The  electricity  dies  in  its  infan- 
cy. 

And  so  it  is  tragic,  but  tragic  only  in  the  way  it  is  when  a brand  new  blender  breaks. 

I could  spend  the  remainder  of  my  life  speculating  on  the  color  of  the  sky  but  I am 
a toy  come  unwound.  And  the  remainder  of  my  life  is  but  a rapidly  dwindling  pos- 
sibility. 

The  tips  of  her  fingers  are  cold  on  my  palms  the  way  the  edges  of  coins  are. 

And  she  cries  her  affluent  tears  with  her  fingertips  closing  into  a fist  and  shuts  her 
eyes. 

I am  a body  that  has  fallen  apart.  I suppose  her  death  had  its  tragedy  but  probably, 
it  wasn’t  even  worth  one  of  those  hundred-doUar  teardrops. 
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Lucky  Tut 


Jason  Snart 


Three  thousand  years  and  one 
batwinged  body  later,  Tut’s 
still  with  us,  though  moved 
to  a simple  glass  case 
so  that  he  doesn’t,  finally, 
turn  to  dust. 


Now  tourists  can 
more  easily  weigh 
whether  scarabs 
carved  into  quartz  really  work, 
or  if  a golden  tomb 
might  be  the  way 
to  go  after  all. 

Time  has  not 

been  kind  to  Tut,  but 

that  was,  apparendy, 

never  part  of  the  deal.  No 

stonecarver  thought 

to  correct  for  Tut’s  teeth 

with  a beetle  enameled  into  a wall, 

or  an  amulet  set  against  gold.  So  the  old 

overbite  remains 

as  part  of  his  dynasty,  preserved 

in  a climate  controlled 

glass  box. 


Now  let’s  consider, 
the  scene  in  modern  day  Luxor: 
seven  hundred  or  so  sweaty  gawkers, 
fanning  themselves  with  folded  maps, 
adjusting  their  hats 
and  ignoring  how  much 
the  new  sandals  chaff.  Tut  remains 
chagrined  but  cool. 
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The  Beetles  of  COD 


Jim  Havden 


With  a “rear-rear-rear”  they  rev, 
and  off 

they’re  on  the  prowl 
snooping 
sneaking 
snaking 
snaring 

and  if  you’re  not  careful 
they’ll  flit  up  behind  you 
as  you  walk  the  beetle-filled  aisle. 
Desperate  poachers 
seesawing  the  cliff  of  sanity 
in  delirious  want  of 
not  an 
education 
but  only 
a parking  space. 
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Jewelery  Collage 


Kolton  Vanderwerf 


Jewelry 
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Last  Rites 


Jason  Retuta 


object  scanner  collage 
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Water  Clock:  State  Four 


James  Maqrini 


color  photography 
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Wet  Flower 


Jennifer  Cooper 


color  photography 
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Organic/Geometric  Teacups 


Koral  Halperin 


ceramics 
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Comic  Explosion 


Christopher  Pool 


Adobe  Photoshop 
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Sunrise,  Sunset 


Shirley  Anne  Lehman 


acrylic  painting 
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Autumn  Water 


Aichen  Ho 


digital  photography 
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Daybrea 

k 

1 

Gloria  Fazio 

watercolor 
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Bath-Time 

Laura  Hertz 

oil  on  canvas 
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A View  from  the  London  Eye 


Blaire  Hufford 
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color  photography 
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Hasta  Luego 


Emmalee  Piedlow 


digital  photography 
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Diamond  City 


Petra  Ford 


color  photography 
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Rainbow  after  the  Rain 


Denis  Hagen 


color  photography 
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Moonlight 


Christopher  Pool 


Adobe  Photoshop 
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WMD  Rats 


Mary  Heal 


Flash  2D  animation 
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Into  the  Night 


Blaire  Hufford 


Higher  and  higher  I flew. 

Upwards  I soared. 

Into  the  night. 

I tilted  my  head  back  so  that  I only  saw  the  stars. 

Higher  and  higher  I flew. 

My  legs  swung  through  the  air,  my  skirt  flying  free,  up  towards  the  heavens. 

And  into  the  night. 

The  crickets  were  singing  and  the  swings  were  swinging. 

Us  four,  here  together,  on  a magic  summer’s  eve. 

The  moonlight  stuck  our  faces  and  gave  them  an  angelic  glow  as  our  windswept 
hair  flowed  around  us. 

Our  laughter  rose  above  the  crickets’  song  as  we  reminisced  of  years  gone  by,  of 
past  memories  we  shared  together. 

Those  days  are  gone  never  to  be  relived. 

It  is  now  time  for  us  to  grow  up. 

Though  our  numeric  age  says  we  have  already,  we  are,  in  fact,  far  from  it. 

Our  laughter  died  down  as  we  veered  into  discussion  of  the  unknown;  of  our 
futures  we  so  desperately  wish  to  glimpse  but  can’t  quite  see.  Fear  began  to  over- 
come us,  but  I promised  them  not  aU  is  lost. 

Because,  I said,  fearful  we  may  be,  this  is  just  a part  of  our  destiny. 

We  are  only  at  the  beginning,  and  the  end  is  up  to  us.  But  whatever  that  end  is, 
we  are  destined  for  it. 

If  only  we  let  God  take  over. 

Because  He  can  get  us  there. 

We  just  have  to  hand  Him  the  keys. 
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And  put  Him  in  the  driver’s  seat. 

W'e  are  so  close! 

Our  swinging  subsided;  it  was  late,  and  time  to  go.  Time  to  go  our  separate  ways; 
time  to  figure  out  where  the  past  will  end  up. 

I looked  back  over  mv  shoulder  as  we  walked  away  on  the  gravel  path  from  those 
swings.  When  we  would  be  back  here,  together,  on  a summer’s  night  I didn’t 
know.  Our  world  is  changing;  things  won’t  be  the  same  anymore. 

Especiallv  in  just  a few  days. 

I turned  back  around  slowed  my  pace,  and  looked  up  at  the  starlight. 

How  wonderful  it  was  to  be  here  together,  to  this  moment  tonight.  I do  not  want 
to  lose  them;  these  precious  ones  are  some  of  the  few  things  I cherish  from  my 
past. 
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The  Speculative  Musings  of  a Simple  Man 


Tamanna  Gulati 


The  sky  here  is  all  shrink-wrapped  in  its  twilight,  the  way  mornings  must  have 
looked  when  God  first  drew  up  the  original  prototype.  The  flowers  look  almost  plas- 
tic with  perfection  and  the  giant  yellow  dot  built  up  by  the  big  architect  in  the  sky 
miraculously  fuels  everything  a million  miles  below  where  no  one  notices  it. 

Gertrude  Stein  once  wrote  that  a Rose  is  a Rose  is  a Rose. 

I have  never  ever  read  Gertrude  Stein  but  since  I know  this,  it’s  sort  of  like  I have. 

I guess,  then,  that  a rose  is  just  whatever  seems  like  a rose.  And  that  insight  is  what- 
ever you  can  fake. 

She  looks  at  me  all  bored,  standing  there  a lone  slant  across  the  horizon  so  misplaced 
that  she  must  be  a work  of  art.  And  Tm  thinking,  Atrf  just  might  be  whatever  makes 
you  think  you’re  feeling  something. 

With  her  eyes  lowered  like  that,  they  look  just  like  two  black,  horizontal  lines — sharp, 
listless  little  slits. 

Maybe  Introspect  is  whatever  confuses  you.  And  God  is  that  architect  you  never  paid 
and  a philosopher  is  whoever  deems  it  necessary  to  call  himself  one. 

I’m  guessing  she’s  just  about  ready  for  me  to  finish  up  my  litde  contemplation  rou- 
tine, but  I can’t  help  lingering  and  watching  the  stars  flicker  off  beneath  the  var- 
nished up  sky.  And  now  I can  commend  myself  for  how  profound  I am  for  notic- 
ing aU  of  this.  Maybe  what  I’m  feeling  here  is  introspective.  Maybe  I’m  a philosopher 
and  I’m  being  aU  introspective  and  feeling  what  could  be  the  glory  of  art  or  God  or 
something. 

But  I guess  this  is  the  sort  of  stuff  you’re  supposed  to  be  relatively  sure  of,  so  prob- 
ably, I’m  not.  I’ve  never  been  much  for  abstract  thought. 

I break  out  my  Pepto-Bismol  pills  and  chew  them  into  a crushed  pink  mess  lining 
the  cracks  of  my  teeth,  so  that  I’U  taste  this  feeling  aU  day. 

“If  I could  paint  a portrait,”  I teU  her,  nodding  towards  the  sky  with  its  glow  like  a 
tip  of  her  cigarette  “it  would  be  of  this,  I think.” 

Her  mouth  is  the  same  horizontal  as  her  eyes,  a thin  streak  of  red  drawn  with  disin- 
terest across  her  face.  “Okay.” 
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I look  around  once  again.  “Yeah,  I’m  done.” 

She  billows  smudged  cotton  puffs  into  the  air  and  darts  the  slits  of  her  eyes. 
“Look,  we’ll  stay  a Htde  while.” 

“No,  it’s  fine.” 

“Hey,  I don’t  want  you  to  be  all  sad  later.” 

“I’m  not  sad,  really.” 

She  arches  a perfect  eyebrow  at  me  and  smirks,  “Then  what  are  you?” 

“I  don’t  know. . .1  guess  I’m  still  looking  for  a word  for  it.” 

The  orange  burn  at  the  end  of  her  cigarette  is  like  an  extension  to  the  thing  of 
lines  she  is.  This  unreal,  starkly  sculpted  work  of  geometry  that  appears  to  have 
leapt  out  of  a noir  comic  book,  she  stands  there  and  effortlessly  creates  a palpa- 
ble paradox  to  everything  aU  round  around  her.  The  dirt  underneath  her  feet  is 
clearly  starting  to  infiltrate,  unsolicited,  the  chrome-bred  splendor  of  her 
charmed  life  and  there’s  probably  only  so  much  of  me  trying  to  feel  profound 
that  she  can  take. 

“Okay.  Let’s  go.” 

She  sighs  all  gray.  ‘YYu’re  not  sad  or  anything,  right?” 

“No.  I’m  fine.  You  go  ahead” 

“Okay.  I’U  be  in  the  car.” 

She  walks  off  and  I follow  her  and  stop  one  last  time  to  look  at  the  big  gray  stone 
that  silhouettes  against  the  rising  yeUow  dot  that  God  built  for  us.  There’s  my 
name  etched  into  it,  my  name  and  my  father’s  name  and  his  father’s  before  him. 

And  I wonder  if  next  year  maybe  I’ll  be  an  artist  and  think  that  I’m  feeling  some- 
thing. Until  then  I have  364  more  days  of  prototypical  twilight  to  get  what  it 
means  for  a Rose  to  be  a Rose  to  be  a Rose.  Probably,  it’s  simple.  Probably,  I’m 
just  trying  too  hard. 
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How  to  Live  in  Denial 


Megan  Palombella 


Suppress  reality  in  favor  of  fantasy 
Cleanse  yourself  of  unpleasantries 
Hide  behind  euphemisms 
Parade  lies  as  truths 

Call  bigotry  religion 
Pretend  to  be  a politician 
Prostitute  your  values 

If  all  else  fails, 

Bury  your  conscience 
Slay  your  jaded  morality 
Claim  ignorance  as  your  excuse 
Mask  your  vulnerability 
And  Deny,  Deny,  Deny 
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Eagle 


Brandon  Weller 


This  is  the  king,  the  king  of  the  sky 

He  is  the  protector  of  aU  that  is  good 

The  bird  of  wisdom,  the  bird  of  the  wise 

The  sky  be  his  humble  abode 

The  path  to  the  ground  is  a long  winding  road 

This  is  the  king  of  the  clouds  so  high 

Cawing  his  call  to  the  morning  sky 

Soundlessly  swooping  down  to  the  ground  he  goes 

Catching  the  earthbound  prey  he  knows 

Without  a flutter,  without  a beat  of  his  wings 

He  returns  to  the  sky,  the  home  of  the  kings 

Upon  his  arrival  he’s  greeted  by  songs 

The  howling  wind  singing  its  thanks 

He  cries  in  defense  as  the  moon  approaches 

Cautiously  dancing  across  the  sky 

As  the  sun  dips  down  low,  he  bows  in  defeat 

And  returns  to  his  cliffside  lair 

As  he  ruffles  his  feathers  and  is  taken  by  sleep 

An  owl  stirs  and  wakes  from  his  slumber 

It  is  time  for  the  king  of  the  moon  to  arise 
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Daddy’s  Girl 


Daren  Eaaen 


My  hands  are  shaking.  My  hands  are  shaking  and  I'm  sure  I look  like  I'm  trying 
to  stare  through  the  waU  in  front  of  me.  She's  coming  over  tonight.  That's  not  what 
has  me  bent  out  of  shape.  She's  the  best  thing  to  happen  to  me  in  a long  time. 
Coming  from  the  upper  middle  class  I love  having  these  women  who  make  you  feel 
like  a million,  and  that  your  very  presence  takes  control  of  a room.  She  gives  you 
strength.  Except  for  today.  Today  she  saps  the  Ufe  from  you  kke  a freefaU  from  a sky- 
scraper. And  you  know  when  you  hit  the  ground  they'll  spend  45  seconds  of  news 
coverage  on  the  steaming  pile  of  gore  you'U  leave  behind.  But  she,  Daddy's  girl, 
doesn't  know  it.  She  has  no  idea  she's  the  source  of  your  struggle,  that  you're  strug- 
gling at  aU,  or  what  happened  to  you  two  nights  ago.  It's  strange  how  when  every- 
thing seems  to  be  going  your  way  is  nearly  almost  always  the  time  when  you  get  a 
curve  ball.  Not  to  you  but  at  you,  knocking  you  into  tomorrow — except  tomorow  it 
gets  worse.  There's  nothing  worse  than  a problem  you  can't  solve  or  Hve  with.  The 
biggest  problems  arise  when  it  stops  being  "How  could  this  happen?"  and  turns  into 
"How  could  this  happen  to  me?"  These  are  the  only  thoughts  I've  had  that  aren't 
misguided.  Just  thought  you  should  know. 

I was  on  my  way  to  meet  the  parents  with  my  girl.  Daddy's  girl,  and  somewhere 
between  the  music  blaring  on  the  radio  and  the  kisses  at  every  red  light  I started  feel- 
ing pretty  good.  The  barrel-chested  kind  of  good  you  feel  when  you  think  that  a 
mere  glare  from  yourself  would  be  enough  to  settle  a dispute.  There  were  high  curbs 
in  front  of  the  mansion  that  was  4547  Malibu.  The  jaws  of  the  door  were  disturbing- 
ly welcoming.  She  sounded  so  excited,  everything  was  falling  into  place  for  her. 
Mama  was  in  the  kitchen  so  Daddy  answered  the  door.  He  was  startlingly  built  with 
tree  trunk  arms  and  had  a rigid  steel  pipe  for  a spine.  His  mouth  below  his  promi- 
nent forehead  bellowed  a welcome  and  my  dear  partner  threw  her  arms  around  him. 
He  winked  at  me  over  her  shoulder  in  the  slightest  way  equal  to  how  you  would 
expect  a tiger  to  meet  eyes  with  his  select  gazelle.  Picking  his  specific  prey  of  the 
herd.  Only  I was  alone.  Not  very  good  odds.  She  leaned  back  beaming  a smile  at  me 
and  at  last  I was  introduced.  I was  beckoned  to  foUow  into  the  dining  room  as  they 
walked  away — his  arm  across  her  back.  Daddy's  girl.  I was  her  only  boy  toy  she  had 
ever  had.  Beautiful  and  elusive  she  was,  until  we  were  struck  together.  As  myself  I 
had  been  a fairly  popular,  outgoing  individual  with  no  shortage  of  women.  My  girl, 
though.  Daddy's  girl,  was  above  and  beyond  aU.  Although  the  old  man  was  a bit 
intimidating  he  still  didn't  deflate  me.  I just  figured  he  was  the  typical  Papa  bear, 
which  I had  dealt  with  in  the  past. 

They  had  roast  beef  and  mashed  potatoes.  I say  "they"  because  I lost  my  appetite 
watching  Daddy  shovel  it  all  in  indiscriminately.  He  was  different  dominate,  but  I 
couldn't  put  my  finger  on  it.  His  eyes  were  elusive.  Every  time  I tried  to  get  a glimpse 
he  would  avert  them.  Mama  and  daughter  cleared  the  table  while  I was  beckoned  to 
the  den.  There  was  a massive  leather  chair  with  studded  arms  I sat  in.  He  did  the 
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same  across  a coffee  table  that  was  knotted  and  burly,  the  kind  you  find  in  a hunt- 
ing cabin  halfway  into  the  woods.  He  started  to  explain  how  he  had  watched  me  all 
evening  and  concluded  me  to  be  a somewhat  sturdy  individual.  He  said  we  could  be 
pals.  There  were  a few  minutes  of  silence  and  abrasiveness  setded  for  a moment.  My 
masculinity  was  fullv  intact  and  I was  feeling  fairly  in  control  when  it  all  changed  for- 
ever. 

"Just  remember,  sonny,  when  you  start  getting  too  big  for  your  britches  who's  the 
man  around  here."  And  then  pointing  at  himself  he  uttered  the  words  that  might 
have  well  been  slabs  of  marble  coming  crashing  down,  "I  fucked  her  first." 

And  then  he  just  stared,  finger  still  fixed  at  liis  forehead  and  my  gut  dropping  to 
my  knees.  My  life  had  ended  right  there,  and  another  person's  Life  started  in  my  body. 
Mere  seconds  post  action  Daddy's  girl  burst  through  the  doors  jubilant  as  ever  jump- 
ing into  Daddy's  lap  and  ghdng  him  a grand  old  hug.  Our  stares  broke  and  the  night 
was  late,  so  I evacuated  the  property  at  the  first  chance  I got.  And  now  alone  in  my 
apartment  I think  about  the  gun  in  my  closet,  shiny  and  new. 
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Untitled 


Matt  Macnider 


Searching  for  truths,  exploring  the  mind 
digging  up  relics  from  times  long  past. 

Some  pleasurable,  some  into  darkness  have  been  cast, 

uncovering  answers,  stumbling  into  questions  but  always  war\'  of  what  I’ll  find. 

Beasts  long  dead  are  reborn 

they  ravage  me  with  tooth  and  claw, 

they  cut  and  drag  me  into  the  never  ending  maw, 

there  my  flesh  is  rent  and  torn. 

The  hero  falls  onto  his  knees  on  the  ground  below 
His  heart  gives  way  to  the  pain 
the  drearv  skies  crv  tears  of  rain 

He  has  conquered  many  enemies,  but  he  cannot  best  this  foe. 

The  blood  spilt  was  from  a body  still  t^oung. 

Despair  was  the  blade.  Loneliness  the  handle,  but  the  hand,  was  his  own. 
Nonetheless,  from  his  grave,  wondrous  roses  had  sprung. 

There  was  no  curse,  no  darkness  to  stay, 
rather  a last  blessing  to  help  others  on  their  way. 

He  wanted  no  other  to  follow  his  path, 
with  a strong  wiU,  he  put  forth  his  soul 
watching  over  lovers,  calming  tensions  pull, 
protecting  them  from  hatred’s  wrath. 
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Breaking  Free 


Laina  Olson 


Encased  deep  within  an  immense  gray  stone 
The  baby  cries  to  the  icy  cold 
In  which  she  was  born 
Locked  within  its  frigid  hold. 


She  was  nothing  but  a helpless  child 
Lost  and  forbidden  to  grow 
By  the  bleak  and  blinded  hearts  that 
Dwelled  within,  never  to  really  know 

The  cracks  ran  far  and  deep  with  hardly  enough  pain 
To  slowly  wrench  them  free, 

Flesh  and  blood  carved  in  stone 
Crumble  and  break  off  into  the  sea 

A shadow  of  herself,  a piece  of  her  soul. 

The  chunk  of  rock  to  break  away  first. 

Forever  lost  because  he  was  the  one 
That  could  never  satisfy  his  hunger  or  thirst 

Only  then  the  pain  erupted  and  created  the  force 
Strong  enough  to  destroy  the  entire  stone, 

Which  shattered  them  apart  for  eternity. 

Leaving  only  tears  of  dust  for  the  one  who  is  gone 

Three  remain  in  jagged  bits  of  what  once  was 
Pretending  to  live  in  the  silence  of  what  does  not  exist 
While  the  little  girl  is  alone  again  to  struggle 
To  shed  her  stone  armour  and  accept  the  one  who  is  missed. 
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The  Loop 


Frank  Jackowiak 


silver  halide  photography 
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Toy  Box 


Rov  Upton 


It  was  stin  dark  out  as  Wendy  awoke.  The  garbage  truck  rumbled  past  on  the 
street  below.  At  first  she  was  stiff  and  a litde  disoriented,  then  the  pain  returned. 
W endy  remembered  the  thud  of  his  fist  pummehng  her  repeatedly  in  a fit  of  drunk- 
en rage.  Like  it  was  her  fault  the  neighborhood  had  changed.  The  plant  had  closed, 
jobs  had  gone  to  Mexico  and  the  IVIexicans  had  taken  over  here.  This  was  the  third 
night  this  week  she  had  sought  refuge  in  the  attic.  Wendy  could  put  a pillow  and 
some  blankets  in  the  attic,  but  that  would  mean  admitting  to  herself  that  there  would 
be  a next  time. 

Wendy  looked  around,  still  too  sore  to  go  down  the  ladder.  That's  when  she  saw 
it.  Over  in  the  corner,  hidden  in  shadow  and  forgotten,  the  toy  box.  It's  once  bright 
colors  faded  just  like  her  hopes  and  dreams.  The  pirate  on  the  lid  was  supposed  to 
be  friendly  but  weathering  and  dust  made  it  look  shabby,  mocking  and  a bit  sinister. 
W endy  opened  the  box,  partially  to  delay  going  down  there  and  partially  in  hope  of 
finding  something  that  would  remind  her  of  a simpler  time,  a time  when  she  was 
happv. 

On  top  lay  the  ballerina  doU.  Its  pristine  white  and  cotton  candy  pink  tutu  made 
it  look  like  a princess  waiting  for  her  prince.  Wendy  had  been  a dancer;  she  had  been 
good,  even  auditioned  for  the  IVIinneapohs  troupe.  She  had  been  accepted,  but  that 
was  before  the  accident.  A failed  catch  while  practicing.  Wendy  struck  her  head  caus- 
ing her  to  lose  that  fine  sense  of  balance  required  to  be  a top  ballerina.  She  eventu- 
ally got  over  the  heart  ache  but  stih  suffered  headaches.  Wendy  put  the  doll  aside. 

The  next  item  was  a wooden  toy  soldier.  John,  her  high  school  sweetheart,  had 
looked  so  handsome  in  his  Marine  Corps  uniform.  He  was  just  like  a modern  day 
knight  in  shining  armor  at  graduation.  Before  he  shipped  out  John  vowed  when  he 
got  back  they  would  get  married;  a sniper  rendered  him  unable  to  keep  that  prom- 
ise. 

The  cowboy  doU  reminded  W'endy  of  Steve.  Rough  cut  and  wild,  he  had  his  fun 
vith  her.  Then  he  rode  off  with  nary  a look  back  or  pardon  me  ma'am.  A week  later 
she  read  he  had  wrapped  his  truck  around  a tree.  The  next  month  she  was  late. 

Below  her  the  sounds  of  stirring  told  her  Bryan  was  starting  to  wake  up  as  she 
contemplated  the  teddy  bear.  Bryan  had  been  soft  and  cuddly  at  first,  but  even  teddy 
bears  have  claws.  Four  months  after  the  wedding  she  was  six  months  pregnant.  He 
said  it  did  not  matter,  that  aU  he  wanted  was  her.  Then  he  came  home  drunk.  The 
first  blow  triggered  a miscarriage;  a neighbor  from  across  the  street  had  driven  her 
to  the  emergency  room.  There  would  be  no  more  babies. 

Wendy  was  about  to  go  down  and  start  breakfast  when  she  spotted  the  knife, 
Peter's  knife.  It  had  been  buried  at  the  bottom  of  the  toy  box  for  all  these  years. 
Peter  her  twin  brother  had  drowned  when  they  were  ten,  they  had  been  inseparable 
until  that  day.  Forever  young  Peter  would  be,  and  he  was  so  proud  of  his  knife. 
\X  endy  remembered  wanting  to  put  it  in  his  coffin,  she  had  searched  everywhere  but 
could  not  find  it.  It  was  stiU  sharp.  Clutching  the  hilt  tightly,  Wendy  smiled. 
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Shadowy  Imposition 


Rachel  Wieqmann 


black  & white  photography 
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The  Impressive  Egg:  A Short  Barnyard  Story 


S.  C.  Lanqham 


“What  are  you  waiting  for?”  the  chicken  asked  the  egg. 

The  egg  wiggled  a bit,  settling  further  into  the  soft  pile  of  dust  it  was  resting  on. 
It  was  quite  a large  egg,  light  tan  with  dark  brown  speckles. 

“I’m  not  ready,”  said  Egg. 

The  chicken  jerked  its  head  back  and  hopped  twice.  “What?  Of  course  you  are! 
Don’t  be  silly!” 

“I’m  not  sure  what  you  mean,”  said  Egg. 

“AU  of  the  other  eggs  have  hatched  already,”  said  the  chicken. 

“Have  they?”  Egg  said.  “Really?” 

“Yes.  Every  last  one!” 

“Except  me,”  said  Egg  slowly. 

“Except  you,”  said  the  chicken. 

“WeU,”  said  Egg.  “I’m  not  ready  yet.” 

“Well!”  said  the  chicken  in  lofty  tones.  “I’m  not  sure  you  realixe,  but  I happen  to 
be  a chicken.” 

“What  does  that  mean?”  asked  Egg  curiously. 

The  chicken  scratched  at  the  dust  and  pecked  the  ground  hard  several  times.  “It 
means  I am  an  egg  expert!” 

That  sounded  impressive  to  Egg.  “I’m  an  egg!  What  do  you  think  of  me?” 

The  chicken’s  breast  feathers  fluffed  up.  “Hm.  Hm.  Let  me  see.”  The  chicken 
strutted  around  the  egg  several  times. 

‘What  do  you  think?”  asked  Egg  anxiously. 

“You  are  quite  a large  and  impressive  egg,”  pronounced  the  chicken.  “If  I do  say 
so  myself” 

“ReaUy?”  said  Egg.  “Thanks!” 

“Yes,”  said  the  chicken.  “An  impressive  egg.  You  have  a lot  of  potential. 
Except — ” 

“Except  what?”  asked  Egg. 

The  chicken  tapped  its  beak  lightly  on  Egg’s  shell.  “Isn’t  it  obvious?” 

Egg  rocked  back  and  forth  in  agitation.  “No.  What’s  wrong?” 

‘You’re  late.”  said  the  chicken  with  a cackle.  “Yes,  quite  late.” 

“I  am?”  said  Egg,  slightly  worried.  “When  was  I supposed  to  hatch?” 

The  chicken  flapped  its  wings  and  shook  its  head  several  times.  “There  are  no 
dates  for  hatching!  It’s  not  that  there’s  an  exact  date!” 

“Then  what  does  late  mean?” 

The  chicken  clucked,  and  clucked.  “I’m  an  egg  expert!  And  when  an  egg  expert 
tells  an  egg  it’s  late,  then  it’s  late!” 

“Oh.”  Egg  was  confused.  “So... so  should  I hatch,  then?” 

“Absolutely.”  The  chicken  eyed  a bug  and  ate  it  in  one  peck.  “Yes.  What  are  you 
waiting  for?” 
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With  a mighty  crack,  Egg  broke  open.  But  something  wasn’t  right,  no  not  right 
at  all!  Bright  orange — yellow  yolk  spilled  out,  its  color  fading  as  it  leaked  into  the 
dust.  “Oh — ohhh!”  wailed  Egg,  trying  in  vain  to  heal  the  cracks  in  the  shell.  Egg 
looked  for  the  chicken,  but  the  chicken  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 

“Help!”  Egg  cried.  “Help!” 

A nearby  pig  heard  Egg’s  pitiful  yelps  and  trundled  over.  The  pig  looked  over  the 
rapidly  failing  Egg  and  shook  it’s  head.  ‘ABu  listened  to  a chicken,  didn’t  you?” 

“Mm-hm,”  said  Egg. 

“That  wasn’t  very  smart,”  said  the  pig. 

Egg  sighed  a very  small  sigh.  ‘Aeah.  It  certainly  isn’t  any  fun  either.” 

“The  chicken  isn’t  an  egg  any  more,  you  know.  And  even  if  the  chicken  was  an 
egg,  it  wouldn’t  be  the  same.”  The  pig  snorted.  “You  can’t  just  count  on  chickens  to 
teU  you  these  things.” 

“Oh,”  said  Egg.  “I  didn’t  know.” 

“And  what  do  you  know  now?”  prompted  the  pig. 

Egg  sighed  again.  “Don’t  count  on  chickens  before  you’re  hatched.” 
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P06try  (Is  the  Artwork  of  Human  Innovation) 


J.A.  Greene 


Poetry  is  the  artwork  of  human  innovation. 

It  allows  us  to  express  freely  without  speaking  a word. 
It  is  the  magic  of  our  language. 

If  only  one  could  see  the  beauty  of  a poem, 
Gracefully  flowing  with  hand-picked  words, 
Seeking  a meaning  deeper  than  what  is  visible. 
Going  through  the  veins  like  oxygen;  breathing  us  hfe. 

Outward  appearance  draws  attention, 

Rhyme  and  Rhythm  provide  entertainment. 
Diction,  the  meat  of  the  poem,  beats  like  the  heart. 
Sweet  as  honeyed  words,  form  strength 
As  the  poem  formulates  into  its  reason 
Whether  it  be  good  or  bad. 

Happy  or  sad. 

There  is  a wonder  of  poetry. 

Adding  color  to  a black  and  white  world. 
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Wintertide 


Jim  Havden 


My  once  fluttering  bubbles  of  imagination, 

having  lost  their  helium, 

seeped  into  my  scalp 

and  have  regrown  today 

as  liverspots. 

Which  is  what  got  me  to  thinking 

this  frostbitten  morning: 

the  compartments  of  my  soul 

like  tree  leaves 

have  fallen  off 

one  by  one 

and  have  crumpled 

into  wi2ened  flakes 

that  people  tread  on  as  they  walk  down  endless,  clammy  streets. 

So  now  all  that’s  left 

are  the  bare,  dry  branches — 

my  reaching  ribs — 

isolated 

in  my  concave  chest 

Uke  I in  this  inconstant  world. 

And  it’s  cold, 
damn  cold, 

in  the  winter  of  your  Hfe. 
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What  Yellow  Had  to  Say 


Brandon  Gregrow 


No  one  really  knows  me 
I wish  I could  really  be  myself 
God  forbid  I should  be  the  one  to  feel 
Depressed  or  sad 
Some  days  I wish  I were  gray 
No  one  expects  gray  to  be 
Happy  or  joyful 

What  happens  when  I can’t  brighten 
Someone’s  day  or  a piece  of  paper 
Am  I useless? 

Will  I be  disposed  of? 

I want  to  be  seen 
I am  so  much  more  than  yellow 
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Radio  Eulogy 


Jim  Hayden 


Fame  makes  a name 
and  before  our  next  one-hit 
here's  a shout  out  to  a Star 
who  redefined  the  six  strings  of  the  soul, 
who'll  be  remembered  as  a Midas 
to  every  record  he  touched, 
who'll  live  on  in  melodies 

that  could  cool  the  scalding  heart-pulse 

of  a summer  samba, 

and 

whose  name  riffs  a path 

unto  its  celebrated  throne 
alongside  his  colleagues; 

Rembrandt 
Kubrick 
L.  Ron. 

So  rest  in  peace.  Soul  Brotha, 
and  here's  one  last  ovation 
to  you, 

the  everlasting, 
the  historic, 
the  unforgettable 
Wliat'sHisName. 
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An  Anqel’s  Lament 


Kathy  Villagomez 


solarization 
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Prayer  for  My  Dog 


Patricia  Ganqas 


Dear  God,  this  day  is  over  now 

with  all  its  cares  and  woe, 
and  I’ve  been  thinkin’  'bout  my  dog, 
and  places  that  we  go. 

Suddenly  I got  to  thinking 

would  You  have  a small  space, 
for  my  dog  in  heaven, 

or  would  she  be  out  of  place? 

I’m  sure  she  hears  me  when  I pray 

and  knows  just  who  You  are, 
because  she’s  with  me  as  I kneel 
to  praise  You  from  afar. 

She’ll  sit  and  wait  beside  Your  throne, 
a loyal  dog  and  mild, 

You’d  learn  to  love  her  just  as  much 
as  if  she  were  Your  child. 

Good-night,  dear  Lord,  I send 

my  holy  prayers  to  Thee, 
we  close  with  love  to  You  above, 
my  darling  dog  and  me. 
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Consumed 


William  Berkhout 


A candle’s  wick  untouched  by  fire 
Aw^aits  the  spark  that  it  desires 
And  once  it’s  lit  you  can’t  go  back 
For  now  a part  is  always  black 
Beneath,  the  wax  begins  to  melt 
A subde  sign  of  whafs  been  dealt 
\Xdiile  dripping  slowly  to  its  base 
It  w’on’t  be  long  now  at  this  pace 
Eating  away  at  its  pure  core 
Not  recognizing  what’s  in  store 
Now  half  of  what  it  used  to  be 
Trapped  in  its  light  it  cannot  see 
The  wax  it  once  wore  as  a cloak 
Will  end  it  with  a hiss  and  smoke. 
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Main  Street  USA 


Eric  Kooi 


black  & white  photography 
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Words  of  the  Carrion  Eaters 


David  S.  Rubenstein 


Charlie  Endocheeny,  squinting  against  the  brilliance  of  the  sky,  watched  the  cir 
cling  eagle  wtith  idle  curiosittt  Idle,  because  three  months  in  the  high  country  with- 
out another  human  meant  that  any  distraction,  however  small,  was  welcome;  and 
curious,  because  eagles  did  not  generally  stray  so  close  to  people  as  this  one  was. 

Spread  out  before  him  on  the  green  mountain  slope  were  nine  hundred  sheep, 
give  or  take.  Give  the  new  lambs  born  into  the  late  winter  snow,  that  were  now  kick- 
ing up  their  heels  with  the  combined  pleasures  of  youth  and  summer.  Take  the  ones 
carried  off  by  wolves,  mountain  lions,  and  coyotes.  And  the  ones  that  the  eagles  had 
taken  when  thev  were  small. 

It  was  \tirtually  impossible  to  protect  them  all  from  predators.  There  was  just 
himself  and  Js^ke  and  Ramses,  his  two  dogs,  between  all  that  fine  mutton  and  the 
voracious  hunger  of  the  high  country.  It  was  an  on-going  battle  between  him  and 
namre,  which  he  had  ultimately  come  to  accept  as  part  of  a namral  ebb  and  flow  of 
life  in  that  wild  range  in  w^hich  he  had  spent  his  last  twenty-three  summers. 

In  his  youth,  wTen  his  uncle  had  first  brought  him  up  from  the  winter  grazing 
lands  near  his  hogan,  he  had  fought  fiercely  and  frantically  to  save  each  animal,  and 
could  not  understand  his  uncle’s  stoicism  at  a loss.  To  see  a lamb,  that  he  had  car- 
ried in  his  arms  across  w^ashes  swollen  with  spring  thaw,  torn  and  bloody  in  the 
talons  of  an  eagle  or  jaw^s  of  a coyote,  had  been  like  a stake  into  his  soul.  But  after 
he  had  spent  a number  of  seasons  with  the  flock,  and  learned  the  rhythms  of  birth 
and  death,  he  came  to  realize  that  the  shepherd  could  no  more  hold  all  the  preda- 
tors at  bay  than  could  a sailor  stem  the  tides. 

So  the  speculating  eagle  did  not  anger  him.  For  one  thing,  the  lambs  were  all  too 
big  now  to  be  carried  aw-ay  by  even  the  most  powerful  bird.  And  for  another,  it  had 
been  a good  spring.  Ail  the  births  W'ere  live.  And  the  losses  had  been  very  low. 

Besides,  he  had  alw^ays  admired  the  great  bird,  even  in  those  strident  days  when 
he  had  felt  it  his  mortal  enemy.  He  imagined  a shot  with  the  30-06  which  stood  near- 
b}^  cradled  in  the  cleft  of  a boulder.  He  would  line  up  the  proud  chest,  just  below 
the  throat,  in  the  cross-hairs  of  his  scope.  Lead  it,  though.  A good  two-hundred  fifty 
yards.  Take  at  least  a half-second  to  travel  the  distance. 

He’d  miss,  anyhow^.  Waste  a good  cartridge.  He  could  see  the  bird  eyeing  him,  cal- 
culating. It  knows  I w^on’t  w’-aste  one  at  this  distance,  he  thought.  It  knows  me  as  I 
know  it,  he  suddenly  realized  with  surprise. 

Jake  and  Ramses  w-ere  not  so  trusting,  however,  and  they  ranged  below  the  soar- 
ing bird,  watching  for  it  to  stray  from  its  effortless  gliding  circle.  Jake  gave  a little  yip, 
just  as  a warning.  The  eagle  floated  away,  riding  the  air  currents  further  up  the  moun- 
tain. Charlie  watched  it  dissolve  into  the  whiteness  of  the  distant  sky,  then  shifted 
his  attention  to  the  clouds.  Might  get  some  rain  in  the  vaUey,  he  speculated.  Bet  they 
could  use  some.  His  thoughts  w^ent  to  his  home,  where  his  father  and  sister  would 
be  thinking  of  him.  He  saw^  their  faces  turned  toward  him,  and  he  smiled  at  the 
thought,  and  to  tell  them  that  he  was  aU  right. 

The  Prairie  Light  Review-Spring  2008 


66 


When  he  returned  to  the  present  he  saw  with  a start  a turkey  buzzard  perched  on 
a rock  not  ten  feet  from  him,  locking  him  in  its  hideous  gaze.  In  shock  he  froze  with 
momentary  fear  at  the  nearness  of  so  wild  and  disturbing  a creature.  He  returned  its 
stare,  but  calculated  the  distance  to  his  rifle  with  his  peripheral  vision.  The  bird 
seemed  almost  to  nod  its  ugly  bald  head  at  the  thought.  No  fear  showed  in  its  eyes 
or  body  language.  Where  are  the  dogs,  Charlie  wondered,  speculating  as  to  the  pos- 
sible damage  the  huge  bird  might  do  with  its  sharp  beak  and  vicious  talons.  Could 
probably  scratch  him  up  good,  before  he  broke  its  ugly  neck.  Maybe  that  stick,  which 
lay  a good  five  feet  closer  than  the  gun. . .But  after  a moment,  when  the  initial  shock 
had  subsided,  he  told  himself,  “It’s  only  a bird.”  A sudden  shout  and  waving  of 
hands,  and  it  would  flee.  But  hold — a chance  to  study  the  creature  up  close. 

His  fear  now  subsided  into  curiosity,  he  held  his  stillness  and  began  to  observe 
the  bird  with  a critical  eye.  He  could  see  that,  in  spite  of  its  unattractive  head  and 
neck,  it  was  a powerfuUy-built  creature,  not  unlike  the  eagle.  Its  folded  wings  spoke 
of  grace  and  duration,  wind-riders.  The  chest  was  fuU  and  proud.  The  beak,  hooked 
like  a hawk’s,  appeared  sharp  and  dangerous.  The  clawed  feet  were  beautiful 
weapons  of  destruction.  Charlie  had  always  held  disdain  and  disgust  for  the  vulture. 
Its  ugly  countenance  in  his  mind  a reflection  of  its  ugly  habits.  But  now,  under  close 
scrutiny,  he  came  to  tandem  realizations  simultaneously;  the  creature’s  sinister 
appearance  was  so  perfect  as  to  be  attractive  in  its  way,  and  it  was  clearly  an  impor- 
tant player  in  the  cycle  of  life  in  the  high  country. 

Then,  as  the  bird  held  him  in  its  gaze,  the  wind,  a constant  companion  in  the 
mountains,  dropped  suddenly,  bringing  an  unaccustomed  stillness.  And  in  the  quiet, 
although  Charlie  struggled  vainly  to  deny  it,  the  bird  spoke  to  him.  It  spoke  in  a 
hoarse,  croaking  voice,  its  raptor’s  beak  mouthing  the  words.  It  said;  “Beware  the 
Higgs  boson  at  Waxahachie!” 

Charlie,  who  had  so  recently  feared  for  his  physical  safety,  sank  to  his  knees  m 
fear  for  his  mental  health.  He  struggled  with  reality  knowing  full  well  that  a wlture 
cannot  talk,  but  challenging  his  sense  to  deny  that  this  one  had.  And  as  he  knelt  in 
muddled  shock  the  bird  said  again,  as  if  to  reinforce  the  fact  of  its  speech,  “Beware 
the  Higgs  boson  at  Waxahachie!”  Then  the  wind  picked  up,  and  the  bird  turned  Into 
it.  It  spread  its  great  wings  and  stepped  off  the  rock.  With  barely  a flap,  it  rose  into 
the  sky  in  gende  spirals.  Charlie  watched  after  it  In  dumb  amazement. 

A month  later,  Wdliam  Endocheeny,  Charlie’s  maternal  uncle,  came  to  the  high 
pasture  to  bring  him  supplies  and  check  on  his  well-being  and  that  of  the  flock. 
Charlie,  who  had  become  less  and  less  sure  of  the  reality  of  the  incident  with  the 
vulture  over  the  passing  time,  said  nothing  to  his  uncle  when  he  had  asked  about  the 
past  months.  He  spoke  of  the  new  lambs,  of  the  weather  and  the  eagles  and  the  coy- 
otes. He  talked  fondly  of  the  two  dogs  and  their  health.  He  made  no  mention  of  the 
bird. 

But  that  night,  as  they  sat  beside  a smoldering  fire,  supper  in  their  bellies  and  the 
night  breeze  blowing  away  the  heat  of  the  day,  William  said,  “I  have  known  you  since 
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your  birth,  Nephew.  I brought  you  here  for  your  first  tive  summers.  Something  is 
troubling  you.  You  wiU  feel  better  if  you  share  it.”  He  looked  closely  into  Charlie’s 
stoic  face,  but  could  read  trouble  there. 

“There  is  nothing  that  you  could  tell  me  that  I would  not  accept,”  he  encouraged. 
Charlie  stirred  the  coals  with  a stick,  watching  the  flames  leap  to  the  newly-exposed 
wood.  With  the  Navajo,  long  silences  were  not  uncomtortable,  but  the  polite  way  of 
allowing  one  person  to  finish  with  his  thoughts,  and  the  next  to  frame  his  response. 

His  eyes,  although  turned  to  the  fire,  focused  on  that  day  some  weeks  ago  when 
he  finally  spoke;  “An  eagle  was  circling  the  flock.  Close,  for  me  and  the  dogs  being 
there.  I watched  it  ‘til  it  was  gone.  When  I looked  down,  there  was  a vulture  on  a 
rock  not  ten  feet  from  me.”  Here  he  paused.  William  waited  politely  for  him  to  con- 
tinue. “I  did  not  hear  it  land,”  he  said,  shaking  his  head.  “It  seemed  to  appear  from 
nowhere.”  He  turned  to  his  uncle.  “Now  I am  not  even  sure  that  it  was  there.”  His 
uncle  waited.  “It  spoke  to  me,”  Charlie  said,  his  voice  barely  audible  above  the  whis- 
per of  the  wind.  His  uncle’s  face  registered  surprise,  but  still  he  did  not  speak.  “It 
said,  ‘Beware  of  Higgs  boson  at  Waxahachie’.”  His  uncle’s  eyes  widened  even  more, 
but  still  he  waited.  VC' hen  it  appeared  as  though  Charlie  had  spoken  his  piece,  William 
spoke. 

“A  warning.  From  a \nalture.  That  is  indeed  strong  medicine.”  Not  for  a moment 
did  he  doubt  the  story.  He  paused,  searching  his  memory  of  the  history  of  the 
Navajo  for  similar  experiences.  Recalling  none,  he  asked,  “Higgs  boson”?  Do  you 
know  of  such  person?” 

Charlie  shook  his  head.  “I’ve  wracked  my  brain,  thinking  of  everyone  I ever 
knew.  Kids  in  school.  Teachers.  People  from  the  trading  post.  Clan.  No  Higgs 
boson.” 

“Waxahachie?”  William  asked. 

“Nope.  Never  heard  of  the  place.  You?” 

His  uncle  shook  his  head.  “What  happened  then?”  his  uncle  asked 

“When?” 

“After  the  bird  spoke  to  you.” 

“Oh.  It  said  it  again.  Then  it  flew  away.” 

“Same  words?” 

“Uh  huh.”  They  were  silent  for  some  time,  each  turning  the  story  over  in  his 
mind,  for  William,  the  first  time  of  many.  For  Charlie,  the  ten  thousandth  time. 

Finally  William  said;  “I  will  tell  the  story  to  Old  Man  Denetsone  up  at  Tuba  City.” 
He  looked  to  Charlie  for  approval.  Charlie  thought  for  a moment,  then  nodded  his 
agreement.  Old  Man  Denetsone  had  been  the  family  3itaalii  since  before  he  was 
born.  He,  like  Uncle  WilUam,  would  not  suspect  Charlie  of  being  craztt  He  would 
tell  them  what  the  vision  meant.  He  nodded  again,  liking  the  idea. 

In  October,  when  William  returned  to  help  Charlie  move  the  flock  down  to  the 
winter  grazing  lands  near  their  hogans,  he  told  him  what  the  shaman  had  said. 

“At  first  he  said  nothing.  I went  aU  the  way  to  Tuba  City,  and  he  had  nothing  to 
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say.  Told  me  he  would  think  about  it,  get  back  to  me.”  William  was  smoking  a pipe, 
its  pungent  smoke  mixing  with  the  wood  smoke  from  the  fire.  It  was  night.  It  had 
taken  WiUiam  three  days  to  walk  up  to  the  high  ground,  and  they  would  rest  a day 
before  starting  back  down  with  the  flock.  “Two  weeks  later,  there  was  a letter  for  me 
at  the  trading  post.  From  Denetsone.  Said  to  come  right  away.  I drove  over  there  the 
next  day.  He  was  gone  when  I got  there.  No  one  in  his  hogan.  I slept  there  the  night. 
Next  morning  he  returned  from  the  hiUs.  He  had  talked  to  other  yitaaki,  he  told  me. 
None  knew  what  the  vision  meant.  But  one,  a Streams  Come  Together  man,  remem- 
bered a tale  that  his  father  had  told  him,  which  had  sounded  similar.  He  said  he 
would  ask  his  father.” 

“The  man  had  visited  his  father  the  next  week,  and  returned  with  this  story.  He 
says  that  in  our  spoken  history,  there  have  been  several  occurrences  of  a vulture 
speaking  to  a man  of  the  dinee.  One  spoke  of  a coming  drought.  It  was  said  to  one 
of  the  Ancient  Ones.  Soon  after,  the  rains  ended,  and  the  Ancient  Ones  had  to 
return  to  the  other  world  because  they  could  not  grow  crops.” 

“The  Anasazi?”  Charlie  asked.  His  uncle  shrugged,  lifting  his  shoulders  slightly 
and  letting  them  fall. 

“The  next  one  the  old  man  retold  was  a warning  about  a vast  pale  tribe  coming 
from  across  the  great  waters.  Just  before  Columbus,  it  turns  out.”  Charlie  nodded  to 
himself. 

“The  last  one  was  fairly  recent.  It  was  said  to  a Running  Water  man  about  fifty 
years  ago.  Nineteen  forty.  It  was  told  by  that  man  to  this  yitaalii.  The  bird  said  to  that 
man,  ‘Beware  of  Fat  Man  and  Little  Boy  at  Los  Alamos.’” 

Charlie  repeated  the  words  to  himself,  then  shook  his  head.  “What  does  that 
mean?”  he  asked. 

“Don’t  know.  Old  Man  Denetsone  didn’t  know.  The  man  who  heard  the  words 
from  the  vulture  didn’t  know  either.”  They  played  with  the  words,  turning  them  this 
way  and  that  for  the  next  hour,  but  could  not  find  the  meaning. 

“I’ll  ask  my  cousin  Anna,”  Charlie  finally  said.  His  cousin  taught  high  school  at 
Ship  Rock,  and  had  been  to  college.  His  uncle,  who  distrusted  belagana,  preferring 
instead  to  consult  with  the  wise  men  of  his  own  people,  neither  approved  or  disap- 
proved. Anna  was,  of  course,  of  the  clan,  but  her  knowledge  was  pure  white  man’s. 

A month  later,  after  they  had  moved  the  flock  to  the  low  country  near  their 
hogan,  and  there  were  other  family  members  to  help  watch  over  them,  Charlie  took 
his  pickup  truck  to  Ship  Rock  to  see  his  cousin.  He  waited  until  classes  were  over, 
then  went  to  her  room. 

“HeUo,  Anna,”  he  said,  surprising  her  as  she  sat  at  her  desk  grading  papers. 

“Charlie!”  she  cried,  and  jumped  up  to  give  him  a big  hug  “Just  back  from  the 
high  country?” 

"Got  back  last  month."  They  chatted  awhile,  filling  in  the  eight  months  since  they 
had  last  seen  one  another.  Finally,  when  they  had  caught  up  to  the  present,  CharUe 
told  her  his  story.  Anna  listened  rapfiy  while  Charlie  talked. 
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After  he  had  stopped  talking  for  several  moments,  she  said;  "I  know  Fat  INlan 
and  'Litde  Bov.'  Those  were  the  code  names  for  the  two  atomic  bombs  that  the 
United  States  dropped  on  Japan.  'Fat  INIan'  and  'Little  Boy.'  And  I think  they  were 
built  at  a place  called  Los  .Alamos."  She  frowned  in  concentration.  "A  \nilture  spoke 
that  to  a Xavaho?" 

“Yes.  In  1940.” 

‘And  what  happened?” 

“Nothing,  apparendv.  Nobodv  knew  a ‘Fat  Alan’  or  ‘Litde  Boy,’  or  what  to  fear 
from  them.”  Thev  sat  in  silence  for  a moment,  contemplating  what  they  had  just  dis- 
covered. 

“So,”  Charke  said,  ming  to  make  sense  of  what  had  happened  to  him,  “The 
warning  was  to  somehow  stop  the  bombing  of  Japan.'"  Or  the  development  of 
nuclear  weapons?”  Anna  shrugged. 

‘Ylavbe.  But  the  thing  is,  some  spirit  told  me  the  dinee  take  precautions  before 
some  prett\'  cataclvsmic  events  in  our  world.  And  etddendy  we  were  too  ignorant  or 
apathetic  to  heed  the  warnings.” 

“But  what  could  we  have  done?  Against  drought?  Against  Columbus?  Against 
nuclear  weapons?” 

‘‘Plentt,’’  -Ajina  said  jumping  to  her  feet  and  pacing  the  front  of  the  classroom, 
as  Charlie  guessed  she  did  during  her  lectures.  “Build  resert'oirs  against  the  drought. 
Dig  canals  for  irrigation.  We  knew  how.  The  .\ztecs  did  it  not  three  hundred  miles 
south  of  here.  Unite  all  the  tribes  of  North  ^Anaerica  against  the  Europeans.  Shine 
the  Hght  of  justice  on  Los  Alamos.  Something.  If  only  we  had  understood  the  warn- 
ings.” 

“So  whv  me?”  Charlie  asked  in  bewilderment.  “I’m  just  an  ignorant  sheep  herder. 
Wdiv  not  appear  to  a great  \itaalii,  or  someone  with  learning  like  yourself,  wTo  w'ould 
understand?” 

‘You  understood  enough  to  come  seeking  guidance.  Perhaps  you  are  chosen  to 
foUow  up  on  the  warning.” 

Charlie  thought  about  this  carefukv.  He  w^as  gratified  that  others  had  apparently 
been  dekvered  messages  \ia  the  same  medium.  He’d  w'orried  about  his  sanity.  But  he 
had  carried  the  message  forw^ard.  In  his  more  accepting  moods,  he  saw*  himself  at 
most  a messenger.  Dekver  the  w^ords,  go  back  to  his  flock.  But  Anna’s  suggestion 
that  he  w^as  somehow  chosen  to  fight  the  fight — that  thought  hadn’t  occurred  to 
him. 

“So,”  he  asked  hesitantly,  “how  do  w^e  find  out  about  this  guy  Higgs  Boson?” 

“ACe  go  to  the  kbrarv,”  Anna  repked,  and  she  immediately  led  him  through  the 
deserted  hakwavs  to  the  school  kbrant  Charke  stood  w^atching  over  her  shoulder  as 
she  w^ent  through  various  reference  manuals,  looking  for  “Boson,  Higgs.” 

“Trv  Waxahachie,”  Charke  suggested  after  thirw  minutes  of  failure.  She  did.  And 
in  the  second  Reader's  Guide  to  Periodic  Literature,  she  said  quietly,  “Bingo.”  There  w’ere 
several  dozen  kstings  of  articles  about  a place  caked  ‘AVaxahachie.”  Anna  wTote 
dowm  the  dates  of  several  magazines  to  w’-hich  she  knew*  the  kbrarx^  subscribed,  and 
went  into  the  archives,  Charke  fokowting  close  behind.  In  a cabinet  labeled  Psemweek, 
she  found  the  issue  on  her  skp  of  paper,  puked  out  a reading  shelf  and  opened 
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the  magazine  on  it.  “Page  47,”  she  said,  flipping  the  pages.  “Here  it  is.  Ohl” 

“AX'hat.''”  Charlie  demanded,  reading  over  her  shoulder,  but  understanding  little. 

“The  super-conducting  Super-Collider!  I thought  that  sounded  familiar.  That’s 
where  they’re  building  the  Super-Collider!  Waxahachie!” 

“So,”  Charlie  asked,  feeling  stupid,  “What’s  a super-whatever  Super  Collider?” 

“An  atom-smasher.  XCTere  they  smash  atoms  together  to  try  to  find  new  pieces 
of  matter.  And  the  Super-Collider  is  going  to  be  the  largest  most  powerful  atom 
smasher  ever.”  Charlie  began  to  feel  more  dread  than  ever.  Here  indeed  was  anoth- 
er possibly  momentous  event  in  human  history,  and  he  was  somehrjw  to  become 
involved  in  stopping  it.  He  looked  at  the  pictures  in  the  magazine,  at  the  immense 
aerial  Hew,  and  the  cavernous  under-ground  rubes  already  dug.  What  could  one 
shepherd  do  against  such  powerful  forces?  But  Anna  was  reading  on,  skimming  for 
mention  of  Higgs  boson.  The  first  article  did  not  mention  it,  so  she  returned  the 
magazine  and  located  a second.  It,  too,  failed  to  discuss  Higgs  boson,  so  she  moved 
on  to  a third.  An  hour  later,  having  exhausted  the  list  of  articles,  she  came  to  Charlie, 
who  sat  watching  her  at  a reading  table. 

‘7\o  luck,”  she  said  needlessly. 

“I’m  starred,”  Charlie  responded.  “Let’s  go  eat.” 

They  didn’t  speak  until  the  meal  had  been  ordered.  CharHe  buttered  the  bread  the 
waitress  had  left  and  wolfed  it  down.  Then  he  buttered  another.  With  his  mouth  full 
he  asked  Anna,  “XXTiere  do  we  from  here?”  She  frowned. 

“I  guess  we  ask  Paul  D’Orio.  He’s  the  physics  teacher.  I’m  guessing  that  Higgs 
boson  has  something  to  do  with  the  research  planned  for  the  Super-Collider.  If  he 
does,  Paul  will  know  of  him.” 

“And  if  not?”  Charlie  asked. 

“If  not,  we  look  elsewhere,”  she  assured  him.  ‘We’U  find  Mr.  Boson.”  Her  con- 
fidence bolstered  him,  and  he  ate  with  gusto. 

That  night  Charlie  slept  on  Anna’s  couch.  In  the  morning  they  went  together  to 
school,  and  found  Paul  D’Orio  in  his  classroom  before  the  start  of  classes. 

“Higgs  boson?”  he  asked,  interested.  “Sure.  It’s  a theoretical  particle,  or  force, 
which  some  think  whl  tie  together  the  universal  theory  of  particle  physics.” 

“It’s  a particle?”  Anna  asked,  surprised.  “Like  an  electron  or  proton  or  some- 
thing?” 

“Right.  But  smaller.”  xAnna  and  Charlie  exchanged  looks  of  confusion. 

“Thev  hope  to  prove  its  existence  wdth  the  new  super-coUider,”  D’Orio  added, 
seeing  their  concern.  The  first  period  beU  rang  then,  and  Anna  glanced  anxiously  at 
the  clock. 

“Can  you  recommend  a book  or  article  that  would  explain  the  issue  to  a layper- 
son?” 

“Sure  can,”  D’Orio  said.  “Matter  of  fact.  I’ve  got  a good  one  here.”  He  went  to 
a shelf  and  quickly  found  a paperback.  “Here.  You’re  welcome  to  borrow  this.” 

Charlie  and  .\nna  thanked  him  and  hurried  into  the  hall. 

“I’U  read  this,”  Charlie  told  her.  “Pick  you  up  after  school.”  And  he  walked 
toward  the  door,  his  nose  already  buried  in  the  book. 

After  school,  xMina  was  expecting  to  see  Charlie  in  her  room.  When  he  didn’t 
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appear,  she  went  outside.  His  pickup  truck  was  parked  in  front,  and  when  she 
approached,  she  found  him  obliHous  to  the  world,  still  reading  the  book.  The  win- 
dows were  open,  letting  the  cool  fall  bree2e  ripple  the  pages.  For  a man  used  to  liv- 
ing out  of  doors,  any  enclosed  place  was  uncomfortable. 

“Charlie,”  she  said  gently,  not  wishing  to  starde  him. 

He  looked  up.  Wlien  he  saw  her  he  lifted  his  wrist  to  view  his  watch. 

“Is  it  that  time  alreadv?  I’m  sorrv.”  He  sat  up,  suddenly  reali2ing  the  pain  in  his 
back.  \\  incing,  he  stretched  it  out.  “I  lost  track  of  the  time,”  he  apologi2ed. 

“Xo  problem,”  .\nna  said  with  amusement.  “So  what’s  with  Mr.  Higgs  and  his 
Boson?” 

“Mell,”  Charlie  said,  running  his  hand  through  his  hair  to  push  it  from  his  face, 
“it’s  like  iMr.  Whatsisname,  the  physics  teacher?” 

“D’Orio.” 

“Yeah.  Like  Mr.  D’Orio  said,  it’s  a theoretical  particle  that  they  think  is  going  to 
finish  up  the  nice  little  suite  of  pieces  in  the  Big  Pu22le.” 

Anna  frowned.  “So  what  could  be  wrong  with  finding  the  thing?” 

Charlie  shrugged.  “Beats  me.  Maybe  they  can  make  some  super  duper  new  bomb 
from  it.  The  Higgs  bomb.  Maybe  one  Higgs  bomb  can  vapori2e  the  world.” 

“Does  the  book  suggest  that  such  a thing  is  possible?” 

“Xo.  Doesn’t  mention  any  practical  application.  If  a bomb  can  be  considered 
practical.” 

.Anna  got  into  the  truck  and  took  the  book.  She  sat  staring  at  the  cover. 

“There  is  something...”  Charlie  said  after  a moment. 

She  looked  at  him,  questioning. 

“This  Higgs  boson.  It’s  one  of  those  things  they  think  could  be  a particle,  could 
be  a force  field.” 

Anna  nodded  uncertainly. 

‘A\eU,  the  sense  I get  from  reading  about  it,  even  though  it  never  came  right  out 
and  said  as  much,  is  that  they  think  all  the  particles  we  know,  the  ones  identified 
alreadv,  that  make  up  evervthing  in  the  universe,  that  they  are  aU  just  places  on  waves 
of  this  force  field.  Like,  depending  on  where  on  the  wave,  or  where  the  two  waves 
cross.” 

.Anna  looked  at  him,  not  comprehending. 

“It  means  to  me  that  nothing  is  real,”  he  said.  “Even  the  hardest  rock  is  no  more 
than  a jumble  of  imdsible  waves.”  He  shook  his  head.  “It’s  like... like,  discovering 
that  the  Rockv  Mountains  are  made  of  wind.” 

.\nna  sat  siientiy,  trying  to  imagine  a world  without  substance.  She  looked  instinc- 
tivelv  toward  the  towering  shape  of  Ship  Rock,  the  formation  that  dominated  the 
landscape  to  the  south  west.  She  had  been  there  several  times,  as  had  most  Navajo, 
for  it  was  an  important  symbol  in  their  culture.  Wind?  She  shook  her  head. 

“Xo,”  she  said  suddenly.  “The  earth  is  here.  It  is  solid  and  substantial.  We  can’t 
let  them  take  that  away.” 

Charlie  looked  at  her,  surprised  at  her  vehemence.  “Yes,”  he  agreed  carefully, 
“but,  knowing  or  not  knowing  will  not  change  things.  Just  because  we  understand, 
we  don’t  make  it  so.  \Xe  only. . .understand.”  He  shrugged. 
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“But  with  the  Belagana,  understanding  is  the  portal  to  perverting.  If  thev  learn 
its  secrets,  they  wiU  abuse  it.”  She  turned  to  him,  suddenly  panicked,  “h^ou’ve  got  to 
stop  them!” 

Charlie  took  her  two  hands,  and  spoke  softly.  “Stop  who?  From  doing  what?  I 
can’t  stop  learning.  You,  a teacher,  couldn’t  reaUy  want  that,  anvwav.” 

“But  the  message.  The  bird!  Every  time  we  failed  to  act  on  its  warning,  some- 
thing catastrophic  has  happened.” 

“But  do  you  reaUy  think  we  can  stop  progress?  And  if  we  can,  at  what  cost?”  But 
Anna  persisted  stubbornly. 

‘YYu  were  given  a directive  from  the  spirits.  You’ve  got  to  do  something!” 
CharHe  was  staring  out  the  window,  his  mind  in  the  high  countn^. 

“I’m  a shepherd.  I know  sheep.  I know  nothing  of  atom  smashers  and  particle 
theory.  Sheep.” 

“We’U  go  to  the  yitaaUi.  They  will  teU  you  what  you  must  do.”  She  got  out  of  the 
truck.  “I’U  finish  up  inside.  Then  we’U  call  Hosteen  Denetsone.” 

She  turned  to  Charlie,  leaning  through  the  opened  driver’s  side  \^indow.  Her 
expression  sought  concurrence. 

“I  don’t  know,”  he  said 

“Think  about  it,”  she  said.  “TU  meet  you  at  my  place  in  an  hour.”  She  was  gone. 
Charlie  thought.  He  thought  about  droughts,  and  Columbus,  and  atom  bombs.  He 
thought  about  buzzards  and  eagles  and  sheep.  He  thought  about  the  mountains  and 
the  wind.  After  many  thoughts,  he  turned  the  ignition  switch. 

Later,  when  Anna  puUed  up  to  her  house,  she  was  concerned  to  see  that  Charlie’s 
pickup  truck  was  not  there.  But  a note  on  her  front  door  was  visible  from  the  street. 
Leaving  her  books  in  the  car,  its  door  ajar  and  key- alarm  rasping  irritatinglv,  she  hur- 
ried to  the  house  and  puUed  the  note  from  the  door. 

In  Charlie’s  difficult  print,  it  said  simpL,  “To  trv  to  keep  people  from  wanting  to 
learn  would  be  like  trying  to  keep  the  eagle  from  wanting  sheep.  It’s  theit  namre.  I’m 
going  back  to  the  hiUs.” 

She  read  the  note  again,  then  crumpled  it  up  and  threw  it  to  the  parched  ground. 
A gust  of  wind  picked  it  up  there,  and  carried  it  awav. 


The  Passage  of  Time 
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Submissions 


We  welcome  original  works  of  short  fiction,  nonfiction,  poetry,  photography  and 
2-D  and  3-D  artwork  of  any  media  from  students,  faculty,  staff  and  the  District  502 
community.  All  submissions  are  anonymously  reviewed  twice  a year  for  fall  and 
spring  issues.  Guidelines  for  the  presentation  of  your  work  and  letters  of  authentic- 
ity may  be  found  online  at  www.prairielightreview.com.  Questions?  Contact  the  edi- 
tors at  plre@cod.edu  or  630-942-2733. 


Join  the  Editorial  Team 


Work  coUaboratively  with  classmates  in  English  2210  to  create  and  market  the 
next  issue  of  The  Frame  Tight  Teview,  College  of  DuPage’s  award-winning  literary  arts 
magazine.  As  a member  of  the  editorial  team,  you  will  experience  many  different 
publication  techniques,  including  tracking  submissions,  content  selection,  layout 
decisions,  copyediting,  distribution,  office  management,  marketing,  fundraising,  and 
coordinating  special  events  like  open  mics. 

To  join  the  editiorial  team,  enroll  in  English  2210.  You  will  find  more  informa- 
tion about  the  course  at  www.prairielightreview.com.  This  course  meets  on  the  Glen 
Ellyn  Campus,  SRC  1558,  on  Wednesdays  from  12:00  p.m.  to  1:50  p.m.  Please  con- 
tact Advisor  Liz  Whiteacre  with  questions  at  whiteacr@cod.edu  or  630-942-2311. 
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